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The life in the Vlassov's little house flowed on more
calmly and quietly than before, and somewhat differently
than in the other houses. Theirs stood at the edge of the
settlement, above a steep if not very high embankment
leading down to the swamp. One-third of the house was
taken up by the kitchen and a little room partitioned off
in which the mother slept. The remaining two-thirds
formed a square room with two windows in it. One corner
was filled by Pavel's bed, another by a table and two
benches. The rest of the furnishings consisted of a few
chairs, a dresser with a little mirror on it, a trunk with
clothes in it, a clock on the wall and two icons in the cor-
ner.
Pavel did all that was expected of a young man: he
bought himself an accordion, a shirt with a starched front,
a bright necktie, galoshes and a cane. In this way he be-
came like all the other boys of his age. He went to parties
in the evening, learned to dance quadrilles and the
polka, and came home drunk on Sundays. But vodka
always made him sick. On Monday mornings he would
wake up with a headache and heartburn, his face pale
and haggard.
"Did you have a good time last night?" his mother once
asked him*
"Beastly!" he answered with sullen vexation. "Next
time I'll go fishing. Or maybe I'll buy myself a gun and
go hunting."
He worked diligently, without missing a day or being
fined for lateness. He was a taciturn boy, and there was
discontentment in his blue eyes that were as big as his
mother's. He did not buy himself a gun or go fishing, but
soon it became clear that he was diverging from the path
everyone else trod. He went less often to parties, and
while he disappeared on Sundays, he always came home
sober. His mother's sharp eye saw that her son's face was
growing thinner, his eyes more serious, and his lips com-
pressed into a tight, stern line. He must be nursing some
grievance, or perhaps he was being wasted by illness*

